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as mistress, but as if she had set herself on purpose
to observe me, and see me work: I was doing some-
thing she had set me to, as I remember it was mark-
ing some shirts, which she had taken to make, and.
after a while she began to talk to me : Thou foolish
child, says she, thou art always crying, (for I was
crying then;) prithee, what do'st cry for ? Because
they will take me away, says I, and put me to service,
and I can't work house-work. Well, child, says she,
but though you can't work house-work you. will learn
It in time, and they won't put you to hard things,
at first. Yes they will, says I, and if I can't do it
they will beat me, and the maids will beat me to
make me do great work, and I am but a little girl,
and I can't do it; and then I cried again, till I could
not speak any more.

This moved my good motherly nurse, so that she
resolved I should not go to'service yet; so she bid
me not cry, and she would speak to Mr. Mayor, and
I should not go to service till I was bigger.

Well, this did not satisfy me, for to think of going
to service at all was such a frightful thing to me,
that if she had assured me I should not have gone
till I was twenty years' old, it would have been the
same to me, I should have cried all the time, with
the very apprehension of its being to be so at last.

When she saw that I was not pacified yet, she
began to be angry with me: And what would you
have says she, don't I tell you that you shall not go
to service till you are bigger ? Ay, says I, but then
I must go at last. Why, what, said she, is the girl
mad ? what would you be a gentlewoman ? Yes,
says I, and cried heartily till I roared out again.

This set the old gentlewoman a laughing at me,
as you may be sure it would. Well, madam, forsooth,
says she, gibing at me; you would be a gentlewoman,